Paris: Prelude to the World War
No matter how foreign a place may be, you always
encounter some kind person ready to be helpful.
Of course, I found myself in a trying situation because
of my own shortcomings, and I began to wonder
what I would do if I lost my job, for I had been
given it only on trial. At any rate, I decided, I
would not go back to Germany, even if only the
meanest kind of work were open to me. I told
Lucien, a young French employee of the firm, of my
difficulties. I needed somebody to give me dictation
for practise in French and English shorthand. And
I needed somebody who could explain the ABC
of the ore trade. Lucien was not yet fully acquainted
with it, but all he knew he put at my disposal, and
in the next few months he contributed much towards
making me feel at home. We always remained
good comrades. In exchange for his kind services
I shared with him some of the results of my research
into the social and political institutions of his
country.
Was I looking for new difficulties ? I do not think so.
I was just a very curious person. Now that I was living
in a new country, I had to acquire new knowledge.
Inquiring about possibilities of evening studies, I
learned that there was an Association Philotechnique
which gave evening classes in the neighbourhood of
my office, at the Lycee Condorcet. I registered for
two or three evening classes there and later on applied
for admittance to classes at the Sorbonne also.
However, what I had told my father, at our parting
was not forgotten. I looked for contacts with the
labour movement. The people I met at first knew
little about it. But in the Humanite, the daily news-